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Cellar Door 


Author's Notes: 
Rock on ¥ 


| awake suddenly, sitting straight up. 

Excruciating pain slams against the inside of my skull, but it's hardly anything compared to the searing pain on 
my neck. | lay back down, and glance at the clock 3 am. sigh, watching as my breath swirls around in the cold 
air. 

| hear a groan for beside me, and glance over. | see a person shaped lump, under the blankets beside me. | 
blink, realizing I'm naked. | run my fingers over the side of my neck, locating the source of the pain | feel two 
small scabs. Damn, did | do ultra-heroin or something’? 

| pull the blanket tighter around me, and switch my gaze to the broken window, where | see snow falling. 

The stranger next to me rolls over, wrapping his arms around me. | peek over, noting that it's a man, and a 
very handsome one at that. 

His dirty black hair is hanging over his deadly pale face, and his full lips are slightly open, in a tiny snore. He 
furrows his brow, looking slightly annoyed, before opening his eyes. They're beautiful and dark green 


"Good morning, darling.” he whispers in a sleepy voice, punctuated with a rasp, like a smoker. 
I'm sorry.. who are you?" | ask 

"Wow. | really made that poor of an impression?” he says, chuckling. 

"| don't remember" is all | can say. 


"Allow me to remind you." he says. 


Something in the Way 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry it\'s so short- it\'s a filler 


"Wha-" he cuts me off, with a forceful kiss. His hands go to my waist, pulling me closer to him. 

l'm in bed, at three in the morning, with a total stranger.. God, I'm enjoying this too much. 

He nuzzles my neck, and | sigh. 

"You smell ratchet." | tell him. He laughs, his breath tickling my skin. 

"Yeah? So do youl" he says, still laughing. | lean my head back, and groan. 

"| need to shower. uuuuuuuuuuuuugh!" 

He laughs again, and untangles from our little pretzel, and we just lay next to each other for a minute. 
‘| must now clean my stank bod" | tell him, standing up. 

| start towards the door, then trip on the clothes that are scattered around. | fall, hitting my head, and 


everythi ng goes away. 


Will You Remember? 


Author's Notes: 
Nova hit her head, and remembered most of last night. 


Sorry the chapters are so short 


"Max." | moan, the old dusty mattress prickling my skin. The cold, musty air of the warehouse basement 
tickles against my lungs. 

"Nova" he whispers, and | feel his sharp fangs scratching seductively against my neck. 

"Please, Max." | plead. 

We're in the basement of the warehouse I've been living in, tangled up on an old, moldy mattress, half naked, 


teetering on the edge of mortality. 


He looks at me, his eyes searching my face for any shadow of doubt. His eyes linger on mine for just a 
moment, before he ducks his head down, his mouth now on my neck 

His fangs pierce the soft skin just above my pulse, and it stings in a pleasurable manner. | moan, as the pain 
and pleasure mix and begin to spread. 

He pulls away, and all the warmth leaves my body, leaving me cold and dead, but more alive than ever, floating 
in euphoria. 


He kisses my lips.. 


CHAPTER 


"Nova? Nova, can you hear me?" Max says, pushing the hair out of my face. 

"No." | say, in a sarcastic tone. "I seem to have misplaced my eardrums." 

He smirks, pulling me into a sitting position He pushes another stray hair off of my face. 

"Ow." | say, as his finger slides over my scalp. 

"Shit. You're bleeding." he says, looking at the red smudge on his finger. 

"Uh-oh." | say, studying his face. He looks concerned, so | think | should be, too, but I'm really not. 

"| want food." | say, standing up, and moving towards the dilapidated elevator. | slide open the metal gate, and 
pick up my backpack. | unzip the front pocket, taking out the Hostess Chocolate Cupcakes that | bought 
yesterday. | tear the packaging open, and hand one of the two to Max. 

He takes a bite, pulling me close. | lean my head against his shoulder, eating my cupcake. 

| eat the last bite, and pull away from him. 

‘Its time to shower." | tell him. | go back to the room | sleep in, and begin putting my clothes back on. He 
stands in the doorway, watching me. 

"We have to walk to the rec center, to shower." | inform him, tossing him his boxers, his pants, and his shirt. 
"Doesn't this place have some sort of running water?" he asks. | sigh, pulling on my ratty old Marilyn Manson 
shirt. 

"This building has one bathroom, on the ground floor, and it's only got a toilet, and some sort of closet or 
something. l'm too scared to open it" | tell him. | look over, and he's got his clothes on now. 

"The rec center has a pool," | continue "and therefore- they have showers. The pool area is closed, but there's 
no cameras, so you can just go in anyway. The water is still on in there, too." 

We are back at the not-functioning elevator, and | pick up the backpack, and go towards the heavy door 
marked "STAIRS" in big letters. 

He follows close behind. 

"What is this place?" he asks, running his hand over the filthy corridor wall 

"An abandoned warehouse. There are rumors that an asylum used to be on this property, and psychotic 
ghosts roam the place, so the teenagers stay out” 

He speeds up a bit, walking next to me now. He reaches out and takes my hand. | twine my fingers around his, 
moving in closer. 

| push open the heavy exit, walking out into the cold night. Max looks unfazed by the cold, continuing on, as | 
shiver next to him. 

He glances over, and then removes his black sweatshirt. He offers it to me. 

| pull it on, enveloping myself in his scent- cigarettes and Drakkar Noir. | breathe in deeply, memorizing the 
scent. 

| return my hand to his, and we walk up the road. 

"There's the rec center." | say, pointing at the white brick building- clean and conservative, institutional 
compared to the filthy, lifeless brown brick building I've been residing at. 

| show him how the door on the side of the building has the broken lock, and then how easy it is to get into 
the pool-area 

| walk towards the girl's locker room, and he follows. 


"Boy's room is that way." | say, pointing to the blue door across the room. 


"So? No one else is here." he says, following me still. 
He has a point, | think, opening the door. 


Chapter 5 


Author's Notes: 
sorry if this kinda sucks, I\'m in a terrible mood, I\'ve got a headache.. i just want to sleep. 


We walk out of the rec center, and | pull the hood over my head, my hair beginning to freeze. 
He wraps his arm around me, keeping me warm. 

"Now where to?" he asks, looking around. 

"Do you know the time?" | ask, glancing up at him. He pulls out an iPhone. 

"Yeah, it's... going on 4:30." he tells me. 

| sigh. 

"| have to go to work now." | tell him. 

"At four in the morning? Really?" he says, incredulous. 

| work at a 24 hour diner." | say. After our shower escapade, | changed into my work clothes- a black skirt, 
and a black button up short sleeved shirt. And Max's sweatshirt, of course. 

"That's... cool” he says. | scoff. 

"Yeah, I'm a waitress. So fucking rad, right?" 

He kisses my forehead. 

It's you. Of course it is." he says. 

| blush, feeling better about my shitty job now. 

"What about you? What do you do?" | ask, looking at him. 

‘| play bass." he says. 

"Oh, cool, like.. professionally?" | inquire. 

"Yup. I'm in a band called Escape the Fate." he tells me. 

"Well shit!" I yell. He looks at me funny. 

"You guys are the shit. Sorry." 

He laughs, pulling me closer. 

"Now, where exactly do you work?" he asks. 

"On [3th street... It's right next to a used-book store. Its pretty cool" | tell him, leading him up the road, 
towards the diner. 

We go in, the bell on the door clinking. 

| go behind the counter, picking up my white apron. He stops in the doorway, looking around. 

| watch him as he takes in the room. The square tables, and the red vinyl booths, the jukebox, the old records 
hanging on the walls, and the creepy dude in the corner, eating a piece of cherry pie. 

"Hey, Billy!" | shout across the dining room. 

The creepy-corner man- Billy- looks up, smiling at me. 


"Noval What it do?" he yells back. 


Lunchbox 


Author's Notes: 
THIS IS NOT THE END 


‘Ive got my lunchbox, and l'm armed real welll" Max and | sing as | mop the floor. We closed right after the 
lunch-rush, and now l'm mopping the floor, before we reopen. 

Max is sitting on the counter, eating some fries and ketchup as | dance around, mopping up muddy footprints. 
When we're closed, | put on the radio, and play whatever CDs are in my backpack at the moment. Right now, 
its Portrait of an American Family, In Utero, Momento Mori, or | Oughta Give You a Shoot in the Head for 
Making Me Live in This Dump. Max picked Portrait of an American Family, so now we're jamming out to 
Lunchbox. 

| slam my mop around, hands gripped tightly to the wooden handle, like Manson, in the video. 

| dance/mop my way over to Max at the counter, and steal one of his fries. 

"Heeeeeey" he whines, like a little kid. 

| giggle, and mop myself away from him. Jimmy, the restaurant's cook, yells at us to shut our mouth holes. 
"Shove it in your glory hole!" Max yells back, causing me to laugh extremely hard, falling over, curling myself 
around the mop. 

Suddenly, there's a banging on the diner's glass doors. 

| stand up, and look over, seeing a man with long-ish black hair, wearing heavy eyeliner banging on the door. 
Max walks over, letting the man in. 

"Dude, where the hell have you been?" the man asks. 

"Here." Max replies simply. The man looks at me, taking me in, and then back at Max. 

"Dude, we need to leave in an hour! What the fuck?" 

Max rolls his eyes, returning to his seat on the counter top. 

‘Simmer down, Craig." he says. 

Craig. That's the man's name. 

"Who is she?" Craig asks, jerking his thumb at me. Wow. Real subtle, Craig boy. 

"That's Nova" Max replies. | can feel their eyes on me, as | mop. Marilyn Manson sings on the radio, 
unaccompanied by Max and me now. 

"Did you pick her up at a bar or something?" Craig asks. 

This dude seems like a douche bag. 

"Nope." Max says. 

Craig sighs, frustrated. 

"Whatever. We have to leave, dude." he says, trying to pull Max towards the door. 

Max doesn't budge. | turn around, and Max is staring at me. 

"What?" | ask He sighs, and turns to Craig. 

"Go away for a minute, dude, | need to talk to Nova" he says. 

Craig huffs, frustrated. 

"FINE. Meet us at the bus in half an hour." Craig demands, walking out. 


Max comes over to me, wrapping his arms around me. 

"I told you, l'm in a band. We're on tour right now, so I've got to leave." he says. 
| freeze, my arms almost around him. Wait a second.. he's leaving? 

"0h." is all | say. 

He pulls away. 

"You understand, right?" he asks. 

"Yeah, of course!" | say. 


Why do | feel like he just stabbed me in the neck? | hardly even know him. 


Where there\'s smoke there\'s fire 


Author's Notes: 
Another chapter, for your faces. 


| stare at the door that Max just walked out of. 

| just stare, Get Your Gunn playing on the radio. 

Jimmy yells at me to get back to work. 

| slowly start mopping again 

Wow, has this been weird. 

Where did | meet this guy, anyhow? 

Jeez. | finish mopping, then pick up a rag to clean the windows. Cyclops is playing now, and Jimmy is singing 
along. 

As | wash the windows, | see a considerably tan guy, with black hair and lots of tattoos run up to the shop. He 
comes inside, and looks around. 

"Where's Craig?!" he yells. 

"Uh, Max said they were going to the bus..?" | tell him. 

He looks over at me, and sighs, seemingly relieved. 

"Okay. thanks. I'm Ronnie." he says. 

"Nova." | say. 

"Wait, how do you know Max?" he asks. 

"Uh... long story?" | say. 

He rolls his eyes. 

"Yeah. Okay. Do you know what the temperature is?" he asks. 

"Uh... fucking cold" | say. 

"Yeah, no shit. | can't wait to go back Las Vegas." he says, sitting down, 

"Aw, you guys are from Vegas?" | ask, completely jealous. 

"Yup. Hey, can | have some coffee, before | go back out there?" he asks, jerking his thumb toward the freshly 
cleaned window. 

It's snowing again | was cleaning the windows, and didn't notice that it's snowing again. Huh. 

"Yeah, sure." | say, going over to the counter, where a freshly brewed pot of coffee sits. | fill a mug, and grab 
the cream off of the counter, as well. 

| set them down in front of him. 

"Sugars on the table, if you want some." | say, going to rinse the rag out so | can clean the tables, too. 
"Thank you!" he calls after me. 

| return, shortly later, with a hot soapy rag, and get to washing the tabletops. 

| feel his eyes watching me, but | don't turn around. Soon, his phones rings. 

"Hello?" he says, answering the call "yeah, no, I'm at that restaurant down the street from the venue. Yeah, 
hold on" 


His eyes go to me again 


"What is this place called?" he asks. 

"The Last Chance." | tell him. 

"Yeah, The Last Chance.." he repeats into the phone. "No, | told you, its a restaurant. Yes, I'm sure it's not a 
brothel!" 

| giggle. His friends must be really weird. Is he friends with Max? He did run in here demanding to know where 
he was.. How did he know Max was ever here in the first place? 

"Yeah, whatever." he says, hanging up the phore. 

"Are you friends with Max?" | ask him. 

"Yup. Best friends since we were kids." he tells me. 

"Okay. are you in his band?" | ask. 

"IFs kind of a long story." he says, taking another sip of coffee. | shrug. 

"Beats cleaning tables." | say, sitting down across from him. 

"Well, when we were teenagers, we made the band Escape the Fate. | went to prison after we released our 
first album, and they got that dude Craig. | have my own band now. We're called Falling in Reverse." he tells me. 
"Okay." | say. 

"Our bands are touring together now." he says. 

"Oh. More coffee?" | ask, getting up. 

"Yes, please." he answers with a smile. 

"So.. you guys are from Vegas.. How much longer until you guys go home?" | ask, picking up the coffee pot. 
"A month, or two. We're almost done with the tour." he tells me. 

"Ah. And whens the next time you'll be coming to Pittsburgh?" | ask 

"Hopefully soon. I've been coming here since | was a kid, | love it" he says, and | smile. 

"| grew up about half an hour away from here." | say, looking out the window. 

"You've never considered leaving?" he asks. 


"I want to go to Hollywood, but.” 


This is not the end 


Author's Notes: 
this is another chapter. enjoy it. 


After working all the doo-da-day, | walk back to the warehouse, with my bulky headphones on this time. Hey, 
these things cost me TWENTY FIVE CENTS. They came with the portable cassette player | bought at the 
church's second-hand sale. 

l'm listening to an old mix cassette, and l'm slipping in the door of the warehouse, when a large black bus 
comes barreling down the street. It stops on the road, right across from me, and Max sticks his head out the 
window. 

"NOVA, SO DO YOU WANNA COME WITH US OR WHAT?!" he yells across the street. 

| freeze, blinking the snow out of my eyes. 

"Not really. | have to work, anyway." | say. 

"WHAT?!" he yells, his voice carrying over the loud hissing noises the bus is making. 

"NO!!! M NOT DROPPING EVERYTHING TO TRAVEL WITH A STRANGER!" | yell. 

His face drops, and he gets back in the bus. 

He yells something, and then leans back out. 

"GOODBYE, NOVA, | LOVE YOUI!" 

They drive away, and | stand there. 

‘Dumbstruck! Color me stupid!" Billie Joe Armstrong shouts in my headphones. 

| stand there, the snow tickling my face after dancing solemnly in the streetlight. 

| stand there, as some creeper in a black hoodie passes, muttering under his breath. 

| stand there. 

Then, | turn, and slip inside of the frigid building. 

| go to the basement, and down the hall. Man, is this place creepy. 

| go into the small room | sleep in, and drop my bag. 

| strip my clothes off, shivering in the cold. | fish my black leggings, and a Social Distortion tee-shirt out of 
my bag, and lay down on my mattress, wrapping the thin, scratchy hospital blanket around myself, imagining it 
being Max's inviting arms instead. 

| lay there, staring out the window, before leaping out of bed. 

| grab my backpack, and tear out of the building, up the stairs, and down the road. 

| can vaguely see the bus many streets away. 

"WAAAAIITI! | yell. "WAAAAAIIII THI! 

| see the red rear lights of the bus glow, as they brake. 

"STOOOP!" | yell, louder this time, my speed picking up. 


| feel my feet slip out from under me, the ice causing me to slip. 


Kill Me 


Author's Notes: 


yeah 


| get back up, immediately and run after the bus, waving my arms around screaming for them to stop. 
"PLEASE!!!" | yell. 

The bus stays stopped, and | finally catch up to it. 

| bang on the door, too out of breath to yell. 

Ronnie opens the door. 

"Wait, Ronnie?" | ask "Isn't this Craig and Max's bus?" 

He laughs. "Nope. They're long gone" he tells me. 

| feel my heart sink. 

"Oh." | say, looking down, 

"Hey, wait, don't be sad. Get in herel" he tells me, yanking me onto the bus. 

"We can meet them at a McDonald's or something. Or, if anything, we'll see them at the next stop. No biggie." 
he tells me, pushing me towards a small, couch-like seat. 

"Okay." | say, sitting down to catch my breath. 

"WHATS THE RUCKUS?!" a man with a British accent yells from the back of the bus. 

"WERE PILLAGING MAX'S LADY FRIEND TO PHILADELPHIA!!!" Ronnie yells back. 

"We're going to Philly?" | ask. 

"Yup." Ronnie says, sitting next to me. 

| feel the bus lurch forward. | sigh, and pulls out my cassette player. 

Just as I'm putting my headphones on, a feminine looking pale man, with long, red and black hair bursts into the 
front of the bus. 

"HELLO!" he yells in a British accent. 

"Um... hi?" | offer. 

"What the fucks good?" he asks. Ronnie rolls his eyes. 

"Jacky, knock it the fuck off" he says. 

"Eh, why? I'm just trying to meet our new guest." this Jacky says, sitting a bit too close for comfort, sliding 
an arm around me. 

"You know if you touch her Max is gonna knock your block off, right?" Ronnie says, glaring at Jacky. 


"Okay, okay." he says, removing his arm, and laying across the floor. 


"So, what's your name?" Ronnie asks. 
| laugh. "Nova" | say. 
"Nova, like Novocaine?" Jacky asks. 


"No, like Supernova" | say. 


Wild Child 


| lay my head on Ronnie's shoulder, drifting into sleep. 

"Dude, you smell nasty." he tells me. | laugh. 

"Really? | showered this morning." | say. 

"Man, you smell like window cleaner and nasty." he declares, shoving me off of him. | laugh again 

"Yeah, | work in a restaurant from 4:30 am. to 6 in the evening." | tell him. 

Oh... well, there's a shower-type apparatus in the back of the bus." 

"Okay.. thanks." | say, walking to the back of the bus. 

| see three men watching a TV in a small "room" next the tiny bathroom. | go inside, and flip on the light. | play 
with the shower's faucet, until | get warm water. | remove my clothes, and get in. 

As | wash my body, | start singing "Wild Child" by Juliet Simms. God, | hate her. But that song is so fucking 
catchy. 

‘I'm a wild child, sitting on my throne!" | sing, shampooing my hair. "I'm going all out, I'm going for broke! I'm a 
wild child, geronimo! Knocking them out, blow for blow! I'm a wild child! I'm wild!" | sing, louder now. 

l'm rinsing the shampoo out of my hair, when | realize | never asked for a towel. Well, shit. 

After scrubbing my body, | turn off the water, and open the curtain. | look around the tiny room for a towel, 
and see one, small, white towel. Well shit. 

| wrap it around myself, and leave the bathroom, seeing all of the men gathered in the front of the bus. They 
turn, and stare at me when | go in for my backpack. | bend over to get it, and | feel their eyes watching me. 
| blush, going back to the bathroom to put on some deodorant, and the same pajamas | had on. 

| come back out, a few minutes later, with my backpack hanging from one shoulder, and my hairbrush in my 
hand. 


"So.. what are yuns doing?" 


Nm Not Saying That 


| come back out, plopping myself down on the floor, in between a pale man, with black hair in his face, whose 
eating a slice of pizza, and Jacky. 

"So, how ‘bout them light bulbs?" | say, and they all look at me. 

"What?" Ronnie say. 

"Yes." | tell him. 

"Want a beer?" one of the guys asks. 

"m an alcoholic. Of *course* | want a beer." | tell him. 


" Doll-Dagga Buzz-Buzz Ziggety-Zag! Godmod grotesque drag!" | sing, wrapping an arm around Ron Ficarro. | 
take another sip of beer. This is my fifth beer.. | think? 

We're all drunk, and | convinced Ronnie to play Marilyn Manson. Gosh, | just love that Marilyn Manson, 

At this point in time, l'm tap dancing on the tiny table, Ron Ficarro standing next to me. 

"all the thug rock kids are playin! All the punk god angels sayin'! It's one of us, but we don't even know!" | sing. 
Ryan and Ronnie are throwing pennies at me, as | dance. "Go! Go! Go! Dopplegangers!" | yell. 

"Cocaingels and asses, give me opium masses!" | sing, when the bus door is thrown open, and Max steps onto 
the bus. 

"MAXI!" | yell, throwing myself into his arms. "How I've missed you!" 

"Dude, what's going on in here?!" Max asks Ronnie, sounding angry. 

"Oh, Max, we're having a marvelous time. Really.’ | say, trying to calm him down. 

"USE YOUR FIST AND NOT YOUR MOUTH!" Ron is singing. 

"OOH, DOUBLE ENTENDRE!" | yell "THAT'S A PLOT TWIST!!!" 

Max gives me a weird look, and holds me closer. | nuzzle my face into him. 

"How did you get here?" he asks me. 

‘| ran after you, and Ronnie found me. He's a sweetheart, isn't he?" | say, looking at his eyes. He's got pretty 
eyes. Mine are boring green. But his are hazel, with different shades of gold and green. They're nice to look at. 
"Yes, he is, now, come with me, you're staying on our bus." he informs me. 

‘Oh, really? You sure about that?" | ask, getting sassy with him. 

"Yes, and your shirt is covered in cheap booze. You're gonna need to get rid of that." he leans in closer, 
whispering so only | can hear him "and the rest of your clothes." 

| blush, and poke his chest with my finger. 

"You sure about that?" | ask. 

"Yes. Which is why you must be transported to my bunk, immediately." he says, leading me towards the door. | 
grab my backpack, and follow. 


The Beautiful People 


"YO! Who is that?" a man with curly brown hair yells, as we enter the tour bus. 

"Ugh, Robert, calm down" Max says, guiding me onto the bus. 

He leads me into the bunk-area, and opens one of the curtains. 

"Here, you can lay in here. I'll be back in a second" he says, helping me into the bunk. 

He walks away, and the curtain falls shut. | can here him talking to someone at the front of the bus. 
"Nah, we're good here!" | hear him say, as he gets closer to the bunk. 

He opens the curtain | scoot over, and he lays down next to me. 

"What's up?" | ask. 

"The guys are going to some bar.. | told them we'll just hang here." he says. 

"Okay." | say, wrapping my arm around him. 

He leans over, and kisses me. | shift my body, so I'm on top of him. His hands move down waist, to my hips. 
After a couple minutes, he pulls away to catch his breath. | kiss his neck as his hands tighten around my 
waist. 

"Oh, Nova." he moans. 

| move my mouth back to his, and we make out for a while, until the bus door opens. 

"IT'S MEI!" someone yells from the front. "I forgot my wallet!" there's an awkward silence. 

"You two are awful quiet.. | hope you're getting some!" he yells, and then the door closes again. 

| blush, and look at Max. 

"That's Robert" he says. 


Sparkling Gray 


| wake up, being gently shaken 

"Nova, | need you to move" Max whispers. 

"No." | groan, rubbing my eyes. 

"Nova, you're on my arm." he says 

"Oh." | lean up towards the top of the bunk, so he can move his arm. 

"Okay." he says, wrapping his arm back around me. 

| snuggle into his chest, and then hear talking outside the bunk. 

"Max, get up!" someone yells. 

"Nooooo!" | yell, snuggling into him. 

"C'mon, man, we have places to bel” Craig yells. 

"Sorry, baby doll" Max says, sliding out of the bunk. 

| huff, turning away from the opening, closing my eyes. | fall back into sleep, before being woken up a few 
minutes later. 

"Nova, are you coming?!" someone yells. 

| roll over, falling out of the bunk. 

"Oof!" | grunt, hitting the floor. 

| look up at Max. 

"Where are we going?" | ask, sitting up. 

"We have a signing at a mall a few blocks from here." he says, helping me up. 

‘Ooh, sounds fun. Lemme, y'know, put clothes on" | say, looking down at Max's over sized button up that | slept 
in. 

"Gotcha" he says, tossing me my backpack. 

| rummage around for clean underwear, and the other outfit i own- a thick black dress, and fish net stockings. 
| put my clothes on, and drag my fingers through my hair. 

"You look nice." Max says, his eyes trailing up my stocking legs, to the short hem of my dress. 
"You're quite the looker yourself" | say, going towards the door of the bus. 

We walk down the road hand in hand, a few feet behind the others. 

"What's your favorite color?" he asks. 

"Red" | tell him. 

"Mine too! What's, um.. When is your birthday?" he asks. 

‘September [3th, 1988." | say. 

"Awesome. Cats or dogs?" he asks. 

"Cats. When's your birthday?" | ask 

"December I5th 1985" he says. 

"Okay... Hole or Nirvana?" | ask. 

"Nirvana. Courtney Love is annoying as fuck." 

"Hal Okay, um.. Did you play any sports, in school?" | ask. 

"Hell no." he says. 

"Me neither." | say. 


We arrive at the mall, and he holds the door open for me. We walk down the corridor, lined with shops, and 


arrive at two tables in the clearing by the fountain. 

At one table, sits Ronnie and his band, and at the other, Craig, Monte, Robert, and Michael are putting their 
stuff down, leaving the last seat for Max. Fans are milling around, preparing to get their CDs and posters 
signed. 

"lim gonna walk around." | tell Max. 

"Okay.. do you have cash?" he asks. 

| laugh. "Yeah. | got my paycheck before we left" 

| walk around aimlessly, peering into store every now and again. | eventually go into the FYE. music store, and 
flip through old metal albums. 

“oh... my.. GODI" | hear a teenage girl yell. | look up, and see a snotty looking girl, with fried-as-hell dyed hair 
running towards an Escape the Fate poster. 

It has Maxlll | need this!" she yells to her friend- a short girl with brown hair and freckles. 

The hair-dye girl selects a poster off the wall, and then turns to flip through CDs near me. 

"On twitter, this morning, Craig Mabbit posted pictures of Max and some whore sleeping in his bunk" she 
whispers. 

| pick up a Misfits aloum- wait, what?! 

lIl kill Craig when | see him. But- a whore? Do | look like a whore?! 

"She was super pale- she kinda looked dead. And her hair was black. It looks terrible." the girl continues. 

"She looked kinda like.." the girl looks up, her eyes locking on me. "Just like her!!" she exclaims. 

"Excuse me?" | ask, pretending | didn't hear the whole thing. 

"Did you sleep with Max Green?" she asks, cutting straight to the point. 

"Yeah, | did." | say. 

She laughs. "Why are you here, then? He's a rock star.. is there a point in hanging around? Clearly he's gonna 
find someone better." 

"Max asked me to come on tour with him.. | should hope he doesn't plan on fucking some druggie where we 
sleep..." | say. 

The girl smiles. 


"| like you." 


Ex-Lover\'s Lover 


| arrive back at the sigring-area, two of those fancy coffee things in hand, to see Max seated at the table, 
with a tall, pale, gorgeous model-type girl leaning above him. 

| walk over hesitantly and hand Max his weird coffee thing. 
"Thanks, baby-doll" he says, taking the coffee. 

"Oh! You must be Noval" the girl says, holding out her hand. 
‘lm the ex!" she says. 

| smile, and shake her hand. 

lm Nova.. but you knew that!" | say. 

Max chuckles, and takes a sip of his drink. 

"Yeah, I've heard a lot about you." she says. 

‘Oh? That's weird, how Max hasn't even mentioned you." | say. 
Burn! Score one for me! 

She tilts her head, squinting her eyes at me, but still smiling. 
‘lm Lexus." she says. 

"I need to pee... I'll be back" | say, kissing Max's cheek. 

"Hold my drink." 


Ex-Lover\'s Lover part 2 


| return, to see Lexus full-on flirting with Max. O.kay? Shit just got real. 

"Hey, babe." | say, coming over. 

"Hiiiiii Nooovaaaallll" Ronnie yells at me. | pick my drink up off the table, and go over to see him. 
| sit down on the table. 

"What's up?" | ask, taking a sip. Mmm, empty calories are delicious. 

"Dude, aren't you gonna, like, smack her?" Ronnie asks. 

"What? Why would 1?" | ask. 

"Because clearly looks don't kill, or she'd be dead already. You make it waay to clear that you hate her already. 
But that's okay. ‘Cause so do |" Ronnie says. 

| laugh, taking another sip of my drink. 

"Ooh, can | has a sip?" Ryan asks. 

"Go for it" | say, handing him the cup. 

‘mmmmmmmmmmmm this tastes expensive." he says, handing it back. 

| laugh, and take a sip. 

‘It was." | say. 

"So, are you gonna punch her?" Jacky asks, signing a poster. 

"Probably not. Not unless she does something to seriously piss me off." 

Jacky hands the poster to Ronnie. 

"Y‘mean like that?" Ron Ficarro says, pointing behind me. 

| turn around, to see Lexus in Max's lap, with her hand on his chest, whispering something in his ear. 
"Yeah, like that" | say, getting up, and walking over. 

| tap on his shoulder. He looks up at me. 

"Oh.. hey, baby-doll" he says. 

"Go away. We're busy.” Lexus says, leaning down, and kissing his neck. 

| pick up Max's fanciful drink, and take a sip. 

"Y'know, Maxy, you really hurt my feelings.” 

Craig, and the rest of the guys are staring at us, waiting for what'll happen next. 

Since Lexus isn't paying any attention, | turn the cup to the side, and hold it over her. 

"You hurt me this much." | say, and open the lid on the cup, sending a rain of coffee and ice all over both of 
them. 

"Go Noval" Ron Ficarro cheers. 

"What the hell is your problem?!" Lexus yells, wiping coffee off of her face. 

"I don't take to kindly to immature sluts." | say. 

She rolls her eyes. 

"Please, keep rolling your eyes. You may find a brain, eventually." 

"You know what? You're fucking crazy." Lexus says, standing up. 

I'll text you later, Max." she says, walking out. 

Then, | hear a slow clap. | turn and glare at Ron Ficarro. 

"What? Oh, sorry. | ruined the moment." he says. 

"Uh, yeah. Just a little" | say. 


"um." is all Max says. | sigh, and walk back over to Falling in Reverse's table. | feel eyes boring into me.. gah. 
| pick up my drink. 

"That was fucking expensive, though.." Ryan says. 

| laugh, and pull up an extra folding chair. 

| hang out with them for a while. 

"So, do you wanna come back to our bus, until things cool down?" Jacky asks. 

"Sure, but my shit is on their bus." | reply. 

"ll go with you, we'll stop over there and get it." Ronnie says. 

"Awesome" 

Forty five minutes later, it's time to leave. 

| walk out with the guys. 

Me and Ronnie go in a different direction- towards the Escape the Fate bus. 

| slam into the bus, ignoring the guys, grabbing my bag, then slam back out of the bus. 
Me and Ronnie walk in the direction of their bus, making small talk along the way. 


Parolee 


"Are you coming to the show?" Ronnie asks, as | finish applying his eyeliner for him. 

"Eh... probably not." | say. 

"Oh. what are you gonna do?" 

"Well, when we were walking back, | saw a library. I'll go read for a bit. Maybe get some food later." | say. 
"Sounds good" Ronnie says, smiling at his reflection, satisfied with the thick black rings around his eyes. 
"Will you bring me something?" Ryan asks. | laugh. 

"Sure. I'll give you something." | say. He reaches into his pocket and takes out his wallet. 

"Ive got it” | say. 

"No, | insist.” he says, throwing a ten dollar bill at me. It catches in the tangled mess | call my hair, and | laugh. 
"Nice catch." Ron says, and winks at me. 

"Yeah, | know." | say. 

"So, we don't exactly have any extra bunks." Jacky says. 

"Whatever, we'll work that out after the show." Ronnie says. 

Ron leans in, and whispers against my ear 

"Why don't we sleep together?" 

"Ew. You're a fucking perv, that's why." | say. 

The guys laugh. 

“Alright, we'll be back in a few hours. Catch ya later!" Ronnie says, leaving the bus. They all file out behind him. 
| sigh, and sit down on the bus's floor. 

| sit and stare at the ceiling before leaving, walking to the library. 

| spend a an hour and a half reading "Child of Satan, Child of God" before leaving. 

| walk to a local diner, supporting the work 

| order a patty melt and an iced tea, and wait for my food. After finishing my food, | order two brownies- one 
for myself, and one to take back to Ryan. | walk to the bus, and find myself locked out. Great. 

| sit on the ground outside, waiting for the guys. 

Two hours later, they show up, more than a little drunk. 

"Babe, were you locked out?!" Ron asks, slinging an arm around my shoulder. | sigh. It's no fair that they're 
drunk, but l'm not. 

"Yes, | was." | say, stepping into the now unlocked bus. Ron smacks my ass, and | turn, glaring at him. 
‘Sorry, babe." he says. 

| sigh, and hand Ryan his paper bag of chocolate brownie goodness. 

"Ah, yeahll" he cheers, before taking a bite. 

"HOLY SHIT IT'S DELICIOUS!" he yells. 

“Simmer down, big Bertha!" 

"lm tiiiired" Ronnie groans. 

"Me too.." Jacky says. 

"Let's just call it a night" Ryan says. 

"Where is Nova sleeping?" Jacky asks. 

"I vote with mell" Ron says. 


"Y'know? Whatever. Fuck it" | say, and Ron pulls me towards his bunk. 


Homecoming 


Ron slings an arm around me, cuddling up to me. 

"Ron." | say in a low warning tone. 

"C'mon just let me enjoy it while it lasts." he argues. 

| sigh, giving up. I'm fucking tired. 

| feel him nuzzling into me. Oh god, this is weird. He sighs into my neck, making the choppy layers of my hair 
tickle me. | shudder in his arms. He starts humming something under his breath. 

"Stop. I'm trying to sleep." | say. 

He sighs, seemingly frustrated. 

"lm fucking uncomfortable." he says, re-positioning himself. Now laying with one arm bent under his head, and 
one arm around me, hand just below my right boob, he settles in 

He presses his face into my neck. 

"Give it a rest, will ya?!" | whisper-yell. 

"Oh, Nova." he sings. 

He begins wiggling even closer. 

"Oh my god, I'm gonna break your face!" | whisper. 

But I'm honestly not that concerned with stopping him. 

| feel him begin to kiss the side of my neck. Oh, dear lord. | just sigh, squeezing my eyes shut, willing myself to 
sleep. 

l'm drifting off into sleep, when his mouth begins pressing harder. 

"Ron." | groan. 

He removes himself from under me, and l'm laying flat on my back. 

"Oh, Nova." he sings, in the same tune as before. 

"Gluten-free." | whisper. He looks up at me, completely confused, and then we both laugh. 

He kisses a little trail down my neck and collarbone, unbuttoning my shirt. He places his hands over my 
breasts. 

| roll over, falling out of the bunk. 

| look up, and he sticks his head out. We both laugh some more. 

"Toss me down a pillow!" | whisper-yell. 

A pillow falls on my face. | tuck it under my head. 

"Do you want a blanket?" he asks. 

"Yeah."! say 

"Okay, if you feel the bottom of the bunks, there's a little cupboard at ground level. There's a few in there.” 
he whispers. 

| feel around on the little bit of wall at the bottom of the bunk. | eventually find the handle, and get a blanket. 
| cover myself, and drift off to sleep on the floor. 


Away From Me 


Author's Notes: 
I\'m going through a bit of a rough patch in life right now. Sorry if this sucks. 


| wake up being stepped on. 

"Eeeh." | groan, smacking the legs of the person stepping on me. 

"Whoops! Hey, Nova, whatre you doin’ down there?" Ryan asks. 

"Ron was sexually harassing me." | tell him. 

"HEY" Ron says, appearing outta no where. 

"Don't pretend you weren't totally enjoying that." he says, and i feel myself blushing. 

"Ooh, she's blushing! That means it's true!" Jacky says. 

"I fucking hate you all" | say. They laugh. 

| sit up, and the blanket falls off of me. They all stand still, staring at my chest. 

| look down, seeing my shirt is still unbuttoned, and that there's tiny bruises all over my chest. 

"Ooh, Ron, you got her good!" Ronnie cheers. 

"God damn your righteous hands." | mutter to myself. 

| quickly rebutton my shirt, and get up. My jeans are all catty-wompus from sleeping. | readjust them on my 
hips, stretch. 

"Now, what?" | ask. 

"Max." | say, standing face to face with him. 

"Hey. What's up?" he asks. 

"Eh. Y'know." | say, adjusting my pigtails. 

"Yeah." he says. 

Lord, is this awkward. 

"So, do you wanna have sex?" | ask. 

He laughs. 

"Yeah." 

He grabs my hand, and we run upstairs, to one of the unoccupied bedrooms. 

There's blood and drugs in my veins, | shot up smack, but Max is sober. This could get interesting. 

He closes the door, the party raging on below us. 

We stumble onto the bed, and he kisses me. 

| wrap a leg around his hips, pulling him closer to me. His hands unbutton my shirt, and he rests his cold hand 
on the curve of my waist. | slide my hands under his shirt, caressing the warm skin of his back. | pull my 
mouth off of his, to yank the shirt over his head. He slides my unbuttoned shirt off of my shoulders. He 
grabs the waistband of my jeans, unbutton them, and yanking them down. He tosses them with the other 
jumble of clothes. he stands to remove his own pants. 

We lay on the bed, kissing in our underwear, when his mouth slides down to my neck. | feel a sharp enamel of 


pointed teeth sliding over my neck | arch my back, pleasure rippling through my body. 


His teeth pierce my flesh, and then pleasure as he takes me in, drinking from me. 


**AU THORS NOTE®* yeah, I'm tired, this chapter is over now g'night!** 


Good Riddance 


"So, what about your family?" Max asks. 

We're sitting in a T-ll bathroom, hiding from the cops. 

It's a long story." | say. 

"We've got time." he says. 

"My dad left when | was a baby. My mom committed suicide when | was 5.! was put into a foster home. My 
foster-father raped me. His wife was an alcoholic. She was nice to me, but she was hardly ever around, she 
was always working. Then, she just stopped coming home from work. And my foster-father started beating 
me, and raping me more often. | ran away from home when | was thirteen. | prostituted myself, for cash. | 
started hanging out with the "bad crowd" and things went downhill fast. | started doing drugs, and drinking... | 
got arrested once. A friend named Jimmy paid me out. | owe him big. We worked together a lot. He's a drug 
dealer, and he's kinda full of himself- he thinks the Bibles written about him or something- but he's great. 
Sweet, once you get to know him. Him and | lived together, until, he um... His boyfriend, Johnny, was cheating on 
him with some girl. Whatsername.. she was a sweetie, but she was naive. Anyway, Jimmy killed himself. 
Whatsername, she blamed herself, and she disappeared. | was homeless. | took all the drugs, and alcohol and 
other contraband from Jimmy's apartment, and left. | ended up using them all.. When | was 19, | got a job at 


the diner, and I've been there ever since." 


Smells Like Teen Spirit 


"Hey! Yol" someone yells, while shaking my body. "Hon, you gotta go." he says, throwing my clothes at me. 

| sit up slowly, wincing at the throb in my head. 

Very slowly, | put my legs over the edge of the bed, preparing to stand up, and get dressed. He stops, staring 
at me. 

"Hon, my mom is gonna be back in any second, and you're the only one still here." he says. 

Max ditched me, at a stranger's house? Nice, Max. Score one for you. 

"I. | don't know where to go." | say, hooking my bra closed. 

"What do you mean?" he asks, picking up some trash off of the floor. 

"| walked here, with my boyfriend and his friends. But they're all gone, you said" | say, pulling my jeans back on. 
"Yeah. There was some dude, who came outta here a while ago. Long black hair, looks like a heroin addict? That 
him?" he asks. 

"Hey. He's clean, | swear." | say, buttoning my shirt up. 

"Hon, he ditched you in a stranger's house. Why are you defending him?" he asks, raising an eyebrow. 

“Trust me.. it's a long story." 

Just then, the sound of the front door opening tears through the silence. 

"Shit. Hon, you gotta go, NOW!" he says. 

"But your mom is down there." | say. 

"You gonna climb through the window then?" he asks. 

‘| will kill myself if | try." | say. 

He gives a low chuckle. 

"You gotta better idea?" he asks. 

"Yeah... yeah, | do." 


Fruition 


| quickly wrap the Ace bandage around my chest, flattening everything down. | pull on my jeans, letting them 
sag a bit. | ruffle my hair with my hands, tousling it, making it stick up more than usual. | pout my lips, to 
make my jaw look a bit more square, and lower my eyelids. 

Just a feminine looking guy, nothing to see here. 

| walk down the stairs, grabbing my crotch a few times, just for good measure. 

"Oh, hey Nooo...aah. You going home now?" Mike asks. 

| just nod, moving towards the door. 

"See you later, Noah." Mike calls as | walk out the door. 

As soon as I'm around the corner of the street, | pull up my pants, and smooth my hair down. 

As | walk down the road, | notice a large, black bus jetting down the road. Is that..2 

As it approaches, | begin waving my arms around, yelling "HEY" as loud as | can. | get some weird looks, but I'm 
not paying much attention 

the bus hisses to a stop a few feet ahead of me. | run over, dashing around to the door. 

It slides open. Craig is standing there with a confused look on his face. 


Weirdo 


| storm into the bus, quickly locating Max laying on the floor. 

"The fuck, dude?!" | yell. 

He quickly sits up, looking straight at me. 

"Uh, Nova.. what's wrong?" he asks, with a concerned look on his face. 

"What do you mean ‘whats wrong’ you ditched me in a stranger's house!" | shout. 

He winces, grabbing his head. Yeah, you're hungover, aren't you? Don't like the yelling, do you? Should have 
thought of that before you ditched me. 

"Dude. Not cool, man" Robert says, shaking his head. 

‘'m sorry, Nova" he says, looking down, 

"Yeah, whatever." | say, tossing my bag onto the floor, and plopping down in front of him. 

"What happened to your..?" he asks, making a sexual gesture to his own chest. 

| laugh. 

"I had to somehow sneak around that kid's mom, so that she wouldn't think he slept with me.. | had to pretend 
| was a dude." | tell him. 

"| see." he says, staring at my newly flattened chest. 

| reach into my shirt, and unwrap the bandage. | pull it off, and throw it at his face. 


Chainsmoker 


| stub out the cigarette, sprawling out on the grass. This is the fourth time I've been locked out of the bus 
while they're preformingHeavy sigh. | lay on the grass chain-smoking and day dreaming about my Max. 
Eventually, | hear footsteps approaching. | take a drag of my lit cigarette, opening my eyes. | look to my right 
and see Max staring back at me. | plant a kiss on his lips, then get up. | put out my cigarette, making my way 
towards the bus. The guys mumble something about a bar they're going to. | go inside, after Robert unlocks 
the door. | make my way towards the back room, stripping my clothes off as | go. 

Soon, Max joins me, sweaty and shirtless. 

"You're naked." he states. 

"Uh-huh." | coo, stretching out. 


"That'll make this a lot easier." he says, leaning in 


SHOCK 


| stand in the bus's cramped bathroom, biting my nail, waiting. | shake the small plastic device in my right hand 
again. Oh. Fuck no. The tiny little plus sign of Hell. Oh, no. 

Max picks that moment to proceed his banging on the door. 

"Babe, come one, just open the door." he says. 

| slowly open the door, and hold out the test. 

He takes it in his hands, staring at it, his face void of emotion 

That's worse. That's the worst. 

Worse than being angry or upset with me, notably. No happiness. No, just nothing. 

Its worse because now it's up to me to guess what to say. Calm down? What's should we do? Hi, daddy? 
He just looks at it, unblinking. 

"So..?" | half say, half ask. 

He sighs, running a hand through his hair. 

"How?" he asks, seeming stressed now. 

"We, um, we didn't use protection. Last week in the back room. After the show." 


He leans his forehead against the door frame. 


"God damn it." 


Doll Parts 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry it's soooo short i had to leave 


"So, who are we gonna tell?" | ask. 


We're laying cuddled in Max's bunk, him tracing my "Doll Parts" tattoo, with the picture of the shattered doll's 
head. 


"We should probably tell the guys, eventually." he says. 


"| agree." my voice trails off as | watch his focused expression. 
g y P 


| gently place my hands on either side of his face. 

"Honey, if it's a problem, it can be taken care of" | say, softly. 
"You mean.. like, abortion?" he asks. 

| nod. 

"No, that doesn't.. that's not right" he says. 

"Okay, | was just putting that out there." | say. 


Fanged 


Author's Notes: 
Its short. 


Max gently kisses the delicate skin of my neck, right above where the pulse beats strongest. 
His pointed incisors pierce the flesh. 

| gasp in pleasure. 

‘Oh, Max." | moan quietly. 


There's a pulling sensation, as my blood rushes to his kiss. 


